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Mileposts 
ABOUT WHAT WE'RE 
WRITING ABOUT . . . 
Experience is a tarnished mira· 
cle. It is aged, yet ever new. It's 
made of waterfalls and church 
bells, jigsaw puzzles and J'ap8J'lese 
lanterns, chessboards and sunsets, 
moonlit cricket symphonies and 
cattle drinking water from a quiet 
pool, galaxies and grains of sand, 
beer cans and bird nests, the 
laughter of children, Cyclops suns, 
and slightly-dirty vanilla ice 
cream snowmen. Experience is a 
tarnished miracle; ask anyone who 
has seen starlings s leeping in the 
loft. It is our opinion that there 
are students at Eastern who are 
keenly a.ware of the world around 
them, that there are students at 
Eastern who feel life so deeply at 
Umes (even giggly freshman girls) 
that they are compelled to try to 
catch up those feelings in the 
words on a printed page, in much 
the same manner as they would 
try to catch a wild a.nilnal in a 
net. It is our hope that The 
Vehicle may serve as a zoo for 
Ideas. It is our hope that you, 
the Reader, may on some pleasant 
SUnday afternoon buy yourseU a 
bag of peanuts and take a stroll 
through our zoo. It is our hope 
that you will get up close and try 
to peep through our bars of ink, 
so you can see what we have 
caught. If you don't happen to be 
Interested in Panthers, well just 
walk on by those cages; maybe 
you'd like to look at the giraffes 
around the page. P.S. Please do 
not step on the daisies; they are 
very fragile. 
ABOUT OUR CONTRmlJTORS ... 
We are a. gang of Uncrowned 
poets, fishing for the sun. Most of 
us have never been published up 
to now, unless you count the fact 
that we got our names in the stu-
dent directory. None of us are 
famous ou tside of our own fami-
lies. All of us think we have 
something to say. We are ex-
tremely interested in sunsets, sil-
verfish, sneezes, cymbals, sym-
bols, smiles, similes, cobwebs, 
wooden nickels and three dollar 
bills. Writing is right down our 
alley and sometimes we strike out. 
Please handle our works with care, 
for all we know they might be 
masterpieces. 
ABOlJT OUR WINNERS. . . 
"The Man Who Went to New 
York," by Eric Crooks, a sopho-
more English major, won first 
prize in the Sigma Tau Delta.-
Vehicle short story contest. Ken 
Vadovsky's poem, "A Microscopic 
View," won the first prize in the 
poetry division of the contest. 
Crooks story also received the 
Winnie Davis Neely Award, for be-
ing the best entry submitted in the 
1963 contest. New to Eastern and 
The Vehicle was the Freshman 
Composition Contest. Glenda Vur-
sell is the first winner. 
OUR ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS ... 
Our thanks to Chenault Kelly, 
Robert White, and R. J'. Schneider, 
who judged and criticized the en-
tries in the literary contest; to Ken 
Hesler, our adviser; to C. E. 
Schumacher, our printer; to the 
English Department and the East-
ern Stat.e News, for their coopera-
tion. 
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Rhyme Conceiv ed at Dawn 
Daun Alan Legg 
The gentlest of passions are young pastel smiles 
Like Japanese lanterns or children asleep. 
The wildest of passions are lightning-struck trees 
That tremble and rage while repenting clouds weep. 
Night 
Ross Kokos 
The creatures of the night 
Raise their voices 
In a perfect harmony 
Known only to themselves. 
Each one takes his place 
In the moonlight 
Around the pond, 
The firefly blinks his light, 
And the symphony in the n ight 
Begins. 
Uncrowned 
Ora Blanche T. King 
The colors sing upon the autumn haze 
Accompanied by the wind's soft lute, 
Vibrant as strings upon a harp of gold 
And seep into the vale below, 
Where cattle stand beside the quiet pool 
And softly drink the earth's great power. 
The farmer opens wide his door-
Hears the music of bis creation trill, 
And smells the substance of his winter fare--
Blue denim monarch of these ancient hills. 
4 
life 
Sunf ishing 
L. J. G. 
is the !loat 
on the end of my fishing line 
always drifting 
never really going anywhere 
forever waiting for something 
to happen 
memories 
are the rings 
around my fishing line 
growing 
swelling like soap bubbles 
until their rims are so thin 
that they don't even exist 
fortune 
is the fickle damselfly 
that spins around my fishing line 
hesitating 
but refusing to land on it again 
come back good friend 
i won't shake you off 
happiness 
is the setting sun 
on the end of my fishing line 
glowing 
a crystal ball in the water 
broken by the ripples 
too fragile to be pulled in 
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The Winnie Davis Neely Award 
First Prize Short Story 
The Man Who Went to New York 
Eric Orooks 
I went to New York when I was 20 years old. It was, l 
guess, a desire that had always been with me for years, c 
mixed feeling of restlessness, aroused pride and a fear tha! 
it I didn't leave now, I never would. 
When I graduated from high school, I wanted to go w 
college, but we had no money. My father was a tenant 
farmer on land owned by a white man, and it was a gooc1 
year when we had any kind of cotton crop. So, two weeko 
after graduation, I went down to Talladega and enlisted in 
the army--a skinny, shy, colored kid, 17 years old. I had 
never been out of Alabama in my life. 
In the next three years I was stationed in Georgia, Mass-
achusetts, and California. In the army I ate, slept, and 
marched beside white boys. I ate in white restaurants, drank 
from the same fountains that white people drank from, and 
sat beside them on trains and buses. For the first ti.me in 
my life I realized that I could live like any other being, if I 
eould get away from the South. 
• • • 
When I was discharged after three years, I told my par-
ents I wanted to go to New York. I don't think they were 
surprised. My letters from Massachusetts and California 
had been pretty obvious. Dad had my two younger brothers, 
Walter and George, to help with the farm work, so a month 
after I got home I boarded a bus for New York. 
My father had talked to me before I left. Our family is 
supposed to have a lot of white blood, and I'm not very dark, 
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but my parents are. Our name is Casselree, which is some-
thing like the British name my great-great-grandfather wu 
supposed to have taken from his master. He was also sup-
posed to have married a white woman and lived with her right 
there in Hartselle, on the Tennessee line. I never believed it, 
but Dad did. He was proud of it. Anyway, he told me to 
be careful when I got to New York. 
"Don't you get mixed up with no bad people. A lot of 
folks up there drink and fight. crowded in them slums, but 
don't you, Jackson. You always been a good boy, your 
mother and me always been proud of you. You be a good 
boy." 
"Okay. Sure, Dad I will." 
At 20 you consider yourself grown up. I was slightly 
embarrassed that my father would try to instill added decency 
in me. I have since realized that he was trying to keep back 
his fear for me, but at the time I am afraid his concern 
went unappreciated. 
I had a back seat on the bus all the way to Spotsylvania, 
Virginia. I knew that I was legally entitled to sit wherever 
I wanted to, but the driver, a heavy-set, red-faced man with 
ham-like hands, had eyed me closely as I boarded, so I stayed 
in the back. When we got to Spotsylvania, a Negro sailor 
and I moved up to the second seat behind the new driver, a 
younger man, and sat there the rest of the way. 
Rain fell on us all the way from Gettysburg, Pennsyl-
vania, to Union, New Jersey, just west of New York City. 
As we entered Newark, the sun came out, shining on the fac-
tories and tops of cars. It was about five in the afternoon. 
We arrived at the huge bus terminal in New York a little 
later. A cousin had given me the address of a rooming house 
on the East Side, on East 104th Street. I hailed a cab, gave 
the address to the driver, and relaxed to look at New York. 
We delivered a passenger down in Greenwich Village, dropped 
another off on Park A venue, and pretty soon arrived at_ my 
address. It was in a neighborhood making the transition 
from Negro to Puerto Rican, with some Italians still there. 
It was pretty shabby with a lot of multi-colored kids playing 
on the sidewalks, and men and women sitting on steps, try-
ing to catch a breeze. At least the heat was no different up 
here. I went up the steps with my suitcases and rang. A 
fat, tan-skinned man answered, speaking querulously in a 
thick Spanish accent. I gave my name and was shown to 
my small, fairly clean room. 
I was in New York. My journey: was it over, or just 
~ . ., 
-.~nmng. 
• • • 
I awoke early the next morning, aroused by city sounds: 
a car horn, footsteps, voices, a truck's air brakes. I dressed 
hurriedly and went to eat breakfast. 
After I had eaten in a little restaurant across the street 
I went out and stood for a moment on the sidewalk. It was 
about seven-thirty. People hurried past. Laborers, women 
In white maids' uniforms, shoeshine boys, men in business 
alts. 
I needed a job. I had the address of an unemployment 
office on 68th Street, so I started walking, past the little deli-
catessens, the poolrooms, taverns, bodegas with the drunks 
visible inside slumped over tables, old brownstones, dirty ten-
ements, Puerto Rican and Negro boys in black leather jackets 
leaning against walls, sometimes with a lighter-skinned Itali-
an boy with them. 
The employment office was on the fourth floor of a new 
business building. A trim blond secretary gave me a blank 
to fill out, and sent me into another office when I had finished, 
where I handed the blank to a well-dressed young man sit-
ting behind a desk. 
"Good morning. Sit down and I'll be with you in a 
moment." 
"Yes, sir." Damn, damn! I didn't have to say that. 
This was a New York employment office, not some old red-
neck's farm in Alabama. 
The young man glanced up from the blank I had filled 
out. "I'm afraid all we have is a chauffeur's job in Clifton, 
over in Jersey, Mr. Casselree." 
I was disappointed. I had come to New York in the 
hope that I could find something to do other than driving 
white people around, or digging ditches, or portering. "What 
does it pay?" I asked. 
-9-
· "It pays $1.75 an hour. You'll have to find yow· room 
I'm afraid. They already have one servant living there." 
"I've got a room on 104th Street. When do I start?" 
The young man told me I should go over to Clifton that 
same day, so I did. The people I was supposed to work for 
lived in a residential section, one that had grown up since 
World War II. Many of the houses were ranch-style, and I 
was pretty sure that no Negroes lived there except servants. 
The Parnells, my new employers, were in their early thirties, 
with two small sons. Mr. Parnell managed a department 
store in Queens. They were both very courteous and pleas-
ant, and they couldn't quite seem to get over the fact that I 
spoke as well as they did, and that I didn't roll my eyes or 
try to teach the little boys how to shoot craps. However, 
they were all right and it really wasn't a bad job, just driving 
Mr. Parnell to the bus station each morning, taking Mrs. P~­
nell shopping, and taking the children to school. I ate lunch 
in the kitchen with Emma, the cook, and I had Saturdays and 
Sundays off. 
In the evenings after work I explored the East Side~ I 
walked the streets, sat in bars and drugstores, talked to 
people sitting on the steps of their tenements and brown-
stones to escape the heat inside. And one evening I met 
Frank Conway. I was sitting in a little bar at 121st and 
Park called Satan's Delight. It was almost empty. I was 
just thinking about leaving when a slim, medium-brown guy 
with a small mustache and wavy hair came in. He ordered 
beer, then stood looking at me intently. After several sec-
onds bad passed I began to get irritated, and just as I .was 
about to ask him what was wrong he said, "You the guy 
livin' at Julio Miraflores' place, ain't you?" 
"That's right," I answered. "Who are you?" 
"Aw, I shoot pool with Julio. Name's Frank Conway." 
We shook hands and started talking, and discovered that 
Frank worked in Paterson, not far from where I worked. He 
was a gambler, and be and several other men had a room 
rented with several poker games going at once, plus craps. 
He was from Texas, and I assumed from the way he talked 
that be bated Texas and most whites, too. 
One night after we had first met we drove over to Jer-
sey, to Elizabeth, to see a guy who owed Frank some money. 
On the way back we passed through a really nice residential 
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section, and I could see Frank's bitterness rising in him like 
vomit. Finally he said bitterly, "Look at them nice big 
houses, Jack. I'll bet ever damn one's got three or four nig-
ners to do their f etchin' and carrying'." 
"Probably have. It's a real nice neighborhood." 
"Sure. Nice whi te neighborhood. Probably don't even 
let Jews in." He glanced sharply at me. "You was in the 
army, wasn't you, Jack?" 
"Yeah. I got out a couple of months ago." 
"Well, I'll tell you about the army, man. When I was 18 
the Korean War had just started, so I enlisted. They put me 
in the 24th Infantry, in the 25th Division. Now the 24th 
hadn't been integrated yet. The brass didn't want us bleed-
in' beside the white boys, an' they kept us mighty segregated. 
Other outfits come over already integrated, but not us. Oh, 
no. God, no, not us. Them white correspondents would 
write home, tellin' how us niggers bugged-out instead of 
fightin', and when we'd go back to a rest area, and maybe 
into Seoul to see about some girls, white soldiers'd gang up 
on us. You know why? They said those gook girls wasn't 
niggers. Goddam! You think I don't hate 'em? I go to 
bed hatin' and I get up hatin'. And man, you may have had 
it okay, but don't tell me it was okay, because for me it was 
just like ea tin' maggots for me to fight for them damn whites, 
I swear it was. Democracy, hell!" 
One night Frank came up to my room. There was a 
jazz combo playing at Willie's, over on Fifth near 120th 
Street, and Frank wanted me to meet a friend of his who 
played clarinet with them. 
When we got to Willie's, the combo was almost through. 
Their sound wasn't bad. Not like Thelonius Monk or Miles 
Davis, but pretty good. When they had finished, a tall, med-
ium-brown guy with goat ee and the flattest, deadest eyes I 
ever saw walked over to our table. 
Frank stood up smiling. "Art, I told you about Jack. 
Jack, this is Art Newton." I shook his hand, with that flat 
stare boring through me. 
After we sat down, Frank turned to me, grinning, and 
said, "Old Art and me, we seen a lot together. A in't that 
right, Art?" 
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Newton looked at him. "Yeah, man. We seen a hell of 
a lot." 
· I asked Newton, "Were you guys in the army together?" 
Newton grinned before he answered, a small, thin grin, 
and looked at Frank, who had suddenly stopped smiling. 
"Yeah, that's right, man. We was in the army together." 
He chuckled softly, looking at Frank. I turned to Frank, 
sensing that something was somehow not right, but he was 
ordering drinks for us in a harsh, strident voice. 
That was Saturday night. When Frank and I left 
Willie's, Frank was very quiet. He batted his hat nervously 
against his leg and didn't hear anything I said. When I 
started to go up to my room, he said something about seeing 
Newton the next day, so I told him I'd probably see him 
Monday. 
In my room I undressed and lay on my bed, thinking and 
hearing New York's night sounds. Car tires squealing as 
someone took a corner. A couple of musical West Indian 
voices below my window. A woman's high heels clicking 
rapidly by and a man's drunken voice calling out, "Aw, Celes-
tina, don't be like that, baby," and the heels clicking away, 
and the voice again: "Awright, baby, you go to hell!" and 
laughter, interrupted by the man's curses. For a while two 
men stood below my window talking in Spanish, and their 
fluid voices lulled me into that vague world between wake-
fulness and sleep. Just before I drifted off I remembered 
Art Newton's dead eyes and felt a stab of fear. And then 
I was asleep. 
• 
The next day, Sunday, was hot. I spent most of the 
day on 99th Street, talking to a couple of jazz musicians 
and a writer who hadn't quite made it yet. We sat on the 
steps of the writer's tenement, smoking, talking, watching 
the girls go by. 
New York's slums are hell during a heat wave. At night 
you can go up on a roof to sleep, but during the day it gets 
bad. It's during weather like that that the rumbles, the 
killings, the riots take place. People are hot, nervous, bad-
tempered, and so they get mad and start a fight. Winos 
-12-
walk by you with that vacant look of theirs, and curl up in an 
alley or doorway to sleep until night, when they can cadge 
drinks off guys they know, or maybe get someone to go the 
price of a bottle of Sneaky Pete. 
One of the musicians was a former junkie, a guy named 
Ernie Stavorich. He had been on it for nine years, and had 
only been cured after being "blue-grassed" to Lexington, 
Kentucky, to the big federal narcotics hospital there. He 
had had two previous cures, but each time he couldn't stand 
it, so he'd gone back. I asked him if it was really so hard to 
stay off it once you'd stopped, and he laughed. With his 
mouth, not his eyes. "Sure, man," he said. "But it takes 
more will power than you ever knew you had. And when you 
need a fix bad, there's nothing you won't do for it. Hell, I 
pulled a switchblade on a pusher once because I was broke and 
he kept holding out on me. But you can stay off it, after 
you're cured, if you really hold on and make yourself. But, 
my God it's hard to." 
Ernie was white, but since those first days in New Yorlt 
a number of white people have asked me, "Why do so many 
Negroes take drugs?" There are a lot of reasons. You can 
get hooked accidentally, through candy salesmen who turn 
out to be pushers. You can get hooked in hospitals, when 
you need pain-killing drugs, 0r when orderlies or practical 
nurses give you the wrong drug. Some fools try it for kicks, 
and always regret it too late. They ask for it. 
But there are still other reasons. Guys come back from 
the army and can't get used to the fact that in civilian life 
there is going to be some discrimination. Ex-cons who can't 
get jobs. Family men with too many responsibilities. Mu-
sicians who have to live in fourth-floor walkups because 
they're dark, and who can't always stay in good hotels when 
they're on the road. Guys who are trained for a special job 
and can't get hired because they're not white. Multiply each 
little reason by the various little humiliations, and remember 
that sensitive Negroes feel these things like sharp knives, 
and don't condemn. A lot of whites are on junk too. 
About six o'clock the two musicians left for the Village, 
where they were playing that night, and I went up to the 
writer's room with him to talk some more. Ornell Seaton 
was his name, and in the few weeks we had known each other 
we had become good friends. He was young, only 23, but he 
had already sold several stories and was currently working 
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on a novel. He was very dark, like a Zulu king, and built 
like a heavyweight boxer. 
After we had talked for a while, Omell looked at me, 
and I was surprised to see a look of intense compassion on 
his face. 
"Jack, Frank Conway has serious troubles. Very seri-
ous." 
"Yeah?" What kind?" I thought he was ref erring to 
Frank's ill-fated love affairs. 
Omell's face twisted and he looked at the floor for a 
moment. Then he looked up at me. "You remember what 
Ernie and you were talking about before he left? About 
junk? 
"Sure. What about it, man?" 
Omell looked at me, and then I knew what he meant. 
"How do you know, Omell? My God, Frank never told me 
anything about junk." 
"Jack, he came to me three days ago and wanted to bor-
row $50. I asked why and he came out with it. He said 
this friend of his, Art Newton, had got him hooked back in 
'56. They'd both done a year on Riker's Island for it in '57. 
Frank said he'd been off it for a year, but Newton had talked 
him into getting high with him so Frank got hooked again. 
That Newton sounds like one hell of a friend." 
I couldn't believe it. Frank was one guy who seemed 
to have no need for the stuff. And yet I knew Ornell Seaton 
wouldn't lie. I sat for a few seconds, and then bitterness 
welled up in me like poison, and I spat out, "What the hell do 
these so-called great writers-always white, remember-mean 
when they spout off about Life, and what a noble thing it is. 
All that crap! Let 'em be niggers for a while, in a white 
man's country, and then give out with their Goddam. lies!" 
Om ell was silent for a minute, and I knew he was think-
ing hard for something to say to me. Finally he looked up 
and said slowly, "Man, life's not like they say. I know that. 
But it's not all bad, either. You've gotta work for it, but it 
can be good. Being a Negro gives no one the right to bitter· 
ness, Jack. Life can be good and rich for a Negro, right here 
in this East Side jungle we're living in. But man, you've got 
to work for it." 
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It struck me, and I sat there and thought about it for a 
little while. Then I left and went down to the hot street. 
I had to find Frank. 
I went to Willie's first of all, but none of the bartenders 
had seen him. From there I went to all the places Frank and 
I had visited before: Satan's Delight, The Shoehorn, The 
Delta Bar and Grill, Frisco's, Beard's, and Fishbein's Cafe. 
He hadn't been to any of them, so I walked to Central Park 
and looked around there for a while, but no Frank. 
About a quarter of eight I found myself at a pawnshop 
on the corner of 118th and Fifth, trying to convince myself 
that Frank was all right, he was a grown man, he could take 
care of himself. Two Negro marines were standing on the 
edge of the sidewalk, arguing drunkenly with a white sailor 
about the respective merits of their respective branches of 
the service. People were walking past all the time, and each 
time a girl went by, the three of them would stop arguing 
and leer drunkenly at her. I was just beginning to get 
slightly amused when I saw Frank and Art Newton cross the 
street. I ran after them. A light drizzle had begun to fall. 
They heard my running footsteps and turned, just before 
I reached them. Newton was as blank and cold as ever, but 
Frank was sweating and his shirtail was out, something I 
had never seen on him before. I wasn't quite sure what to 
say when I reached them. 
"Hi, Jack." 
"H'lo, Frank. You all right?" 
Newton grinned. Frank tried to laugh, but didn't quite 
make it. Newton chuckled and said in that flat, dead voice, 
"Frank, baby. Tell the man all you need's a fix. He's wor-
ried about you, man." He chuckled again, and I wanted to 
kill him. 
Frank looked at me. "Jack," he said softly. "Jack, 
man, I need $20. You must have talked to Ornell. I got to 
have a fix, man. I'm short $20, and Art ain't got it." 
"Is big man here a junkie, too?" I asked harshly. 
Frank nodded. Newton laughed and I looked at him, thinking 
that here was surely the most evil, malignant thing I had 
ever seen. 
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Frank's face twisted. "Goddammit, Jack! You got to 
give me that money. You know I'll pay it back, man." 
I thought, looking at him: He doesn't seem much like 
an important man around Harlem, does he? He'll be on his 
knees in a minute. Just another out-of-luck unhappy little 
nigger, Yea, you use that word easy, don't you? But let 
some white man call you that. You'd try to kill him, 
probably. 
I gave him the money. What else could I do, with him 
looking like that? 
When he got the money, Frank turned and walked about 
40 feet down the street to a tall, thin white man dressed in 
an expensive-looking suit. To me he looked like a doctor or 
a lawyer, not a pusher. Frank gave him the money and the 
pusher gave him a small package. And that was when the 
cop came around the corner. 
He was a plain-clothes cop, a Negro. He had a dark 
African face, with high cheekbones and a slightly Oriental 
cast to his features. I supposed he lived on that street, since 
his hat was pushed back and his jacket was flung over his 
shoulder, exposing his shoulder holster. I saw suspicion slide 
over his face as he looked at the thin, arrogant pusher count-
ing Frank's money, and Frank standing, looking at the pusher 
expressionlessly. The cop said something, and they both 
looked at him. He stepped toward them, saying something 
else, and they turned and put their hands against the wall. 
The pusher was clean, but Frank's package of junk was 
found almost immediately by the cop. The cop took out a 
pair of handcuffs and snapped one of the bracelets around the 
pusher's wrist. The pusher snarled something at him, and 
the cop laughed, a big, deep laugh. Then he reached for 
Frank's wrist. Frank backed away. The cop pushed the 
other man to the sidewalk, and grabbed · Frank's arm in a 
quick move. Frank lunged against him, knocking him back, 
and the pusher reached up his manacled hand and tripped him. 
And that was where it all went bad. Very, very bad. 
The cop was down, propped on an elbow, his hat off. 
Frank and the pusher stood above him, frozen momentarily, 
their bodies tensed to run. The cop made a quick motion 
with his right hand, to his left armpit, and then there was 
the gun ·in his hand, and he was rising to his feet. The 
pusher yelled something, and lunged for the cop. And the 
-16-
cop shot him. There was the shockingly loud sound, and the 
pusher turned and leaned against the wall, a red stain visible 
on the front of his jacket. 
Frank looked blankly at this for an instant, and then 
turned and ran down the street. The cop yelled at him, then 
fired a shot into the air. Frank kept running, getting close 
to the street corner. In the back of my mind a voice said, 
Your whole life has been lived for this, and then there was 
the cop's arm, straight and steady, and then the shot, and 
· Frank fell, rolling against a big New York City trash can. 
Two little Puerto Rican kids ran over and looked at him, and 
then went running down the street, yelling in Spanish. 
After the cop had made sure Frank was dead, I went over 
and looked at Frank. He was on his back, one arm stretched 
out, the other twisted beneath his body. His face looked 
strained and very uncomfortable. I had the feeling that I 
must say something to him, I didn't know what, and there 
was a crowd · gathering, everyone talking at once, craning 
their necks to get a look at the dead Negro on the sidewalk, 
and the big Negro standing over him, crying. So I left. 
Newton had disappeared. By the time I got back to my 
room, it was raining very hard. 
* 
Now I suppose you want to say, Why did this terrible 
thing befall your friend? Well, I could say that it happened 
because he was born, but that would be a poor answer. Actu-
ally, I cannot say why his life ended as it did. His life was 
a complex of hate, struggling, and violence. The only time he 
ever talked about his childhood to me was when he told me 
that he had been born in a two-room shack in Guarasco, 
Texas, and that there were six children in his family. It 
would be safe to assume that his childhood was not a pleasant 
one, and certainly his death, though painless, was also very 
unpleasant. Out of the 500,000 people in Harlem- and the 
7,000,000 people in New York City-Frank Conway became 
my friend. He was a good friend; I trusted him; and he 
died one evening on 118th Street in Spanish Harlem, Man-
hattan, New York, shot by a Negro policeman with the face 
of an African king, for $50 worth of a green weed grown in 
Mexico, smuggled into Texas, and transported to New York 
City to be delivered to a dapper white dope peddler who looked 
more like a doctor or a lawyer than a wrecker of human lives. 
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I have made many other friends since I first met Frank 
Conway, but the short time I knew that violent man sticks 
out in my mind as if it were branded there. I wake up in 
the night, my heart pounding, thinking I have heard a shot, 
and I realize that I have heard the policeman's shot. I have 
heard it many times. 
I never saw Art Newton again. For a few days after 
Frank's death I planned to kill him if I ever saw him again. 
But I finally decided that even loyalty to Frank did not re-
quire me to take life from another man, even a man like 
Art Newton. 
I have been living in the same room I got when I first 
came to New York. I started writing a couple of years ago 
and managed to sell several stories and make some extra 
money, but Harlem had become so much a part of me that 
I made no effort to move to a better part of town. Harlem 
is a big, dirty, ugly place, but I don't think I would leave if 
l could. . A man puts down roots as best he can, where he 
can, and if he is lucky, he puts them down in the right place, 
and has no desire to leave, and so he stays. 
The Dream 
Pauline B. Smith 
I seek the silver sands of a stream, 
I grope for the tender touch of a hand 
That I knew long ago in a dream 
Of an uncharted place, an unknown land. 
I sigh for the Lotos land of bright skies; 
I look for the sun's golden Cyclop gaze, 
I search for one face with magic green eyes; 
I long to be lost in their mystic haze. 
Weary I wait, willing the dream's return, 
But the gates to enchantment are clasped, 
And the symbols like a fragile old urn, 
Are broken by truth, the great iconoGlast. 
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Open Windows 
David Helm 
In vain a senseless wasp 
Attemps to penetrate · 
The clear, restraining glass. 
Nearby, a yard away, 
An open window waits; 
And yet he struggles on. 
The fool! · Cannot he find 
So obvious · a path ' · ·. 
For his 'unhindered flight? 
We struggle through this life; 
Our paths are often wrong. 
A Greater Mind must see 
· A score of open windows! 
What blind and stupid fools 
Would we most surely,.seem 
To Him-if this be not:: • 
The Greater Mind has also 
A greater understanding. 
Salvation 
Christine McColl 
Reaching into the crystal jar 
Of a January dusk 
A vanilla ice cream snow man 
Drew a licorice sheet 
Over the setting sun 
Hiding the pink pattern 
Of cotton candy snow. 
His frozen smile 
Eerily reflected the orange peel moon 
And life lay peacefully at his feet 
In a blanket of divinity. 
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The Chess Game 
Pierre Hoover 
War! 
Colors 
like 
War! 
Who 
sits 
· back 
and watches war? 
No watching here! 
Everyone fights 
with a purpose. 
Surrendering-
at times-
f or greater gains. 
Infinite possibilities--
Like 
Life. 
Cataclysm 
Raymond Kapraun 
A psychiatrist's cat 
Sat down on a mat 
To ponder the wisdom of Freud, 
When back of a log 
There emerged a large dog, 
Whose I. Q. was practically void. 
This adventuresome hound 
Reached the cat in one bound 
And tossed her high up in the air. 
Which was rather a pity 
For the Freudian kitty 
Developed a complex right there. 
With a neurotic growl 
And a psychotic yowl, 
She descended upon the poor sap, 
And with speed supersonic 
Gave that low-grade moronic 
A trauma which altered his map. 
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First Prize Poem 
A Microscopic View 
Kenneth L. Vadovsky 
A hundred million galaxies 
Can hold no mystery; 
The wonders of the little things 
Are vast enough for me. 
A glimpse is all I need; 
A grain of sand will yield-
Within my hand-a worldly view, 
A universe congealed. 
One moment prints all time; 
One bud enfolds the spring; 
One cell holds all of life ; 
One Eye sees everything. 
A ray can clear the dark; 
A dream can span the years; 
A thought can flood my soul, 
With miracles-or tears. 
See How Love Comes 
Liz Puckett 
See how love comes; by 
Singing songs of sweet freedom, 
It binds my spirit. 
Come imprison me; 
Bind me with cold chains, 0 Death 
And make my soul free. 
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A Can of Beer for Andy 
Kenneth L. Vadovsky 
"Irma, get me a can a beer!" bellowed Andy. 
He was sitting in his efficient little easy chair in his 
efficient little trailer watching a television set that was con-
veniently recessed in the living room-kitchen partition. His 
right hand rested complacently on his round paunch while his 
left hand held the stub of a cigarette in its thick fingers . 
Andy operated a bulldozer for the stat e highway com-
mission. He was a good operator, too. He received a sizable 
salary, and the work was steady during good weather. Only 
one thing bothered him much: he was always moving his 
trailer as the job progressed; a few weeks h ere, a few weeks 
there-never any one place for an appreciable lengt h of time. 
Two years ago, he had been offered a job as inspector, 
but had turned it down because he want ed to stay on the Cat. 
To Andy, few sensations could compare with opera ting one 
of the D-8 Caterpillars that he was assigned to. 
For years Andy had dreamed of buying his own Cat, 
maybe not the big one-maybe just a D-6 to begin with. 
After a while, after he had built a reputation, maybe he 
could get a D-8, maybe two or three; then he could hire his 
own operators. They would have to be good operators 
though, not these "rum-dums" the state hired. 
But Andy never had enough money for a down payment. 
There always seemed to be expenses for the car, the trailer, 
the insurance, and Irma. "That broad is always sick," re-
flected Andy. "Someday I'll get a Cat, he vowed. "Some-
day I'll have a fleet of dozers that'll move mountains. If 
only I could get a break, just one break is all I'd need." 
"I'll change my name to Sandra Parkman or Pamela 
Lindsay, or maybe Constance Latrobe." That is what Emily 
Bozarth was thinking as the plane rushed her to Hollywood. 
She thought of other things too: she thought of steamship 
trips to the Continent, yacht cruises on the Mediterranean, 
sun baths on the Riviera, wine and lunch in those cute Paris 
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cafes; but always traveling first class, or on her own yacht, 
or renting or buying a villa so she could be apart from the 
ordinary tourist rabble. 
"Wait till I go back to Sedalia. Wait till those uppity 
society people try to invite me to their fancy dress balls or 
charity bazaars. I'll tell them I really have a previous en-
gagement, maybe some other time." Then she would tell Mrs. 
Arnett herself, "Really, these home town affairs are so super-
fluous.'' . She, pronounced it superflewis. She had no rational 
reason to be vindictive toward Mrs. Arnett; it just made her 
feel important to- have a depreciative attitude toward the 
city's leading socialite. Neither did she like Rock Hudson. 
She had seen him in St. Louis once where she decided he 
was actually homely, or stupid or something like that, vicari-
ously experiencing an uplift at being at odds with well-known 
people. She hugged her knees in anticipation of refusing to 
attend one of Mrs. Arnett's social functions. 
A man of about 30 sat across the aisle from Emily 
Bozarth watching her facial movements and wondering what 
she was thinking. He watched as her eyes gleamed and her 
jaw tightened, then her jaw softened, her eyelids lowered 
halfway and she raised her hand as if holding a martini. 
The man was rapidly approaching a point of disinterest 
when the woman across from him put her arms around her 
knees, tightening the dress around her thighs. "Not bad," 
he thought, "from the waist on down it's not bad at all; but 
that head-like my old platoon sergeant." 
Two months ago Emily had seen a contest announcement 
in the Sunday supplement of the Sedalia, Mo. Bulletin: 
WIN A CHANCE TO KEEP ALL THE SILVER 
DOLLARS YOU CAN SHOVEL IN FIVE (5) 
WHOLE MINUTES! ! JUST FINISH THIS SIMPLE 
·JINGLE IN TWENTY-FIVE (25) WORDS 
OR LESS 
I LIKE CLEER-SKIN ACNE LOTION 
BECAUSE ... 
Emily entered the contest as she did all contests; but 
the big difference was, she. had .won this one. Now she was 
on her way to Hollywood to shovel silver dollars on a nation-
ally televised program. · 
"I'll be the most famous person in all Missouri," she 
prophesied. She imagined that the sight of her throwing 
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huge scoops of silver dollars into a bin would instill some-
thing other than nausea in the society people of Sedalia (if 
they saw her at all) . She wasn't sure what it would be, but 
more than probably, she supposed, it would be envy. She 
imagined herself being greeted by throngs of deliriously 
happy townspeople shouting, "She's home! Our Emily is 
home!" And she would throw kisses with her dainty gloved 
hand and whisper little words of gratitude over a trembling 
lower lip and dab at her eyes with the most delicate of ker-
chiefs. She would be led through the crowd behind a van-
guard of burly policemen who would be pushing a path 
through the adoring populace. Then they would put her in 
the mayor's limousine to be hurried to a banquet to be given 
in her honor. 
She would let them call her Emily. 
Outside of her window, extending to the horizon, were 
clouds; white, glistening, convoluted clouds that rolled, much 
the same as a sea would roll; a peristaltic movement west-
ward-sweeping the airplane, sweeping Emily Bozarth to 
.happiness, recognition, wealth, fame, love-to a mountain 
of silver dollars. 
She knew from before boarding the plane that those 
same clouds were blocking the sun from getting through to 
the earth below, and .this too made her feel superior to the 
"great unwashed." "I'm above all that,'' she said and snick-
ered at her little pun. The snicker turned into a convulsing 
giggle and she had to bite her knuckles to control herself. 
She thought it terribly funny to be above all that •.. about 
twelve thousand feet, at that. 
"I'll be a very stimulating person,'' she thought. 
In her mind Emily could see the men that would be vying 
for her attentions, and in choosing, she would try to treat 
them all fairly while gently discouraging the less desirable 
among them. The money she would win (she never imagined 
it to be less . than . a million, . although conceiving of a million 
silver dollars was almost impossible) would somehow magi-
cally transform . her .into an extremely desirable woman: 
the men would love Emily for Emily, of course. She would 
finally concede to allow one to woo her. His name would be 
Steve, or Vance, or Rod, or Cliff-or perhaps Les. It really 
didn't matter about the name. · · 
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The important thing was he would be tall with wavy hair 
and smoothly muscled, with an easy contagious smile. Per-
haps he would be mysterious, even as mysterious as herself. 
They would each have to be thoughtful and very careful so 
as not to disturb some deep, unutterably profound secrets 
that each would be harboring within. And when they were 
with other people, they would exchange meaningful glances 
that would contain volumes of communications too esoteric 
to be of significance to the others (although they would be 
signally well versed and sophisticated persons in their 
own right). -
She would take him back to Sedalia some day for a brief 
visit where they would amuse themselves by watching the 
yeomanry struggle against the exigencies brought about by 
the vicissitudes of midwestern life (it was at this exact point 
that Emily Bozarth realized that she had been destined to a 
higher station in life than that of a clerk in Woolworth's, and 
with a little concentration she could easily think of a hundred 
past incidents to support this claim). With a burst of 
fatalism she suddenly lamented the fact that 26 years had 
passed before she was to realize the fruits of her inevitable 
destiny. "I had some pretty rotten breaks, but I won't be 
bitter," she concluded judiciously . 
• 
Emily was in Los Angeles. Her day had been spent get-
ting instructions from the station representative and the 
Cleer-Skin Acne Lotion representative: "when you go on 
stage, stop about an arm's length from Mr. Douglas," one had 
said; "Don't say ya use it all tha time-it has a lastin' ef-
fect," the other had said; "Look at Mr. Douglas when he 
asks you a question, but turn to the audience or camera when 
you answer." "Don't scratch yer leg like that honey ... 
looks bad~" "When the curtains are opened in back of you, 
turn ..• to your left on Mr . . Douglas' signal and walk back 
abreast of him." "Good grief! Pick yer nose like that on 
camera an' ya'll get the hook for sure!" "No jokes . . . 
please." 
Had she paid attent:l.on she still would not have remem-
bered all they had told her: as it was, she heard none of it. 
She had been thinking of the •most efficient way to shovel 
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silver dollars: scoop, heave (two), scoop, heave (two), 
scoop, heave (two) ... Not too fast-you might not get a 
full shovel-every one counts-a good steady motion and stick 
to it-plenty of time--a lot of dollars can fit in a shovel. (I 
wonder why the guarantee is only twenty thousand?) . 
"Just after this commercial Mr. Douglas will introduce 
you. Walk out briskly and look at the audience a few times 
... and smile." 
"Miss Bozarth, don't look at that back curtain, people 
will think you're greedy." 
The director took the producer to one side. · "Look 
Harry, if there's ever a next time, demand to interview the 
winner before you let those idiot admen shoot their faces off 
about a network shot. This moron hasn't said a word since 
'hello'. I tell ya Harry, she'll blow the whole show. Look 
there! see how she's transfixed on that back curtain-I'd 
swear she's not breathing." 
"I know what you mean, but we can't pull that old chest-
nut about 'circumstances beyond our control' ... not this late 
in the game." 
* 
" ... and here she is, our winner from Sedalia, Missouri-
Miss Emily Bozarth.'' 
Emily stalked to the center of the stage and halted an 
arm's length from the genial announcer. She didn't scratch, 
pick or tell jokes: she stood an arm's length from Mr. 
Douglas and waited . . . waited for his signal so she could 
turn to her left. 
Mr. Douglas signalled. Emily turned. They walked 
back to the mountain of silver dollars. Emily was handed 
a shovel. 
"It's a big one all right." 
Someone gave her instructions that she didn't hear. She 
knew already to start at the sound of the bell. 
A bell rang. 
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She purposefully pushed the shovel into the pile (always 
use the shovel at floor level-it's faster and gets more silver 
dollars), scoop, heave (two), scoop, heave (two). 
Each succeeding shovelful clanged with greater emphasis 
on the opposite side of the bin. Each, to Emily, made her 
a better person . . . a richer person. 
"Every day in every way I'm getting better and better." 
Most of the dollars were missing the bin now. Emily 
was still employing the heave motion, but with less accuracy. 
Now she was throwing her shovelfuls indiscriminately 
over her shoulder. Only an occasional dollar fell into the bin. 
"He loves me-he loves me not." 
A bell rang. 
A lens on one of the klieg lights shattered. The light 
glowed furiously for a moment, then died abruptly. 
"Commercial! ... COMMERCIAL!" 
Mr. Douglas approached Emily, half turned to the audi-
ence, trying desperately to make them think it was all a 
funny joke. 
"That fella is gonna get in the way if he's not careful." 
"He's trying to ... by God he's trying to stop me! Not 
if I stop him first." 
Emily swung her shovel viciously, hitting Mr. Douglas 
a little behind and above the ear. A blow so powerful it 
felled him instantly; he didn't just fall, the force of the blow 
upended him. It split the upper part of his ear and put a 
serious fracture in his skull at the point of impact. The 
shovel came away with blood and hair stuck to the bottom. 
"Somebody call the police!" 
"I wonder how much I've got now. Time must be run-
nin' out-gotta hurry!" (Scoop, heave (two), scoop, heave 
(two), scoop, heave ... 
"Get a doctor, I think he's dying!" 
"Somebody stop that girl ... SOMEBODY STOP HER!" 
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Andy was watching television again. It seemed that 
watching television was all he did lately. "Damn little else 
to do," he would mutter sometimes. 
"Well, I'll be fried!" he exclaimed._ "Will ya look at that 
babe go? Gimme two dames like that an' I'll move the whole 
state of Oklahoma without a dozer." 
Andy gazed fascinated at the girl on the screen. "She'd 
better be careful-she's losin' a few shekels." 
There was a bright flash in the background, then the 
picture switched to a woman in pain. 
"Do you suffer from the pains of headaches, neuritis, 
neuralgia? Then do what doctors do ... " 
"Some people get all the breaks. Some people get all 
the goddam breaks," swore Andy in disgust. 
"Irma, get me a can a beer!" bellowed Andy. 
A Monster 
Dixie Lee Motley 
A crowd is a vicious monster 
That will trample one to death. 
When in the midst of it, one's life is in danger. 
The only thought is to get away-away from all 
Those pushing, shoving people. 
But after the crowd has thinned, 
And the people have left for home, 
One is left standing, standing all alone. 
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Inconstancy 
Janice Brooks 
Life is not a constant. 
Life begins, 
Ends. 
Love alone remains, 
And not always love! 
Dreamer 
Daun Alan Legg 
For a second I was Adam. 
F"or a second I was Cain. 
For a second I was Abel 
Chasing rabbits in the rain. 
In my dreams I conquer kingdoms 
And embrace my harem-slaves. 
In my dreams I save fair maidens 
And kill dragons in dark caves. 
I have known the world's high glories. 
They are mine each time I dream, 
But they vanish when orange daybreak 
Finds my eyes with its bright beam. 
I awake and find no harem 
And the scepter is not mine. 
I awake and lose the glories 
That hide coyly in my mind. 
In my dreams I ride wild stallions 
And my grip breaks iron bands. 
I awake and find my crutches 
And the blisters on my hands. 
In my dreams I deal out mercy 
For my heart is made of gold. 
I awake and in my mirror 
See the blisters on my soul. 
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First Prize 
Freshman Composition Contest 
The Third Wish 
Glenda Vur sell 
It had been a wet, low Tuesday. The clouds had hovered 
and brooded and wept as if they were venting an old anger 
against us mortals. My roommate had deserted me for a 
meeting right after dinner; so I drew the draperies and 
curled up on my bed with a biology book. I had just fin-
ished dozing and daydreaming my way through plant cell 
division when I heard , the insistent, light rap on my door. 
"Come in," I said in a rather unpleasant voice; for I wasn't in 
the mood for a visitor. The intruder fumbled with the door 
knob and entered. Standing there in the doorway was a 
little man no higher than your knee. I wondered fleetingly 
how he had reached the door knob. 
"May I come in?" he asked in a high, grave little voice. 
"Yes," I said. He closed the door and moved to the 
middle of the room, leaving a trail of rain · and muddy foot-
prints--about size two--behind. He stood there with bis 
feet braced widely apart and rubbed his chapped hands to-
gether. He should have gloves, I thought. He wore a high 
silk hat which kept slipping over his eyes and catching on 
his wonderfully huge nose. He had baggy, red plaid trousers; 
a little girl's worn pink coat; and a yellow cashmere muffler, 
rather moth eaten. 
He lifted the hat from his nose and clapped it on the 
back of his head. "I am an elf," he stated with obvious satis-
faction at his importance. 
"O, come now," I said. "Elves wear little red coats with 
green vests and curly-toed shoes--look at you! An elf, 
indeed!" 
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. He puffed out his small chest like a balloon, and his eyes 
sparkled fire. "I used to be as well dressed as the best of 
them," he bellowed. "I had a red brocade, double-breasted 
coat with gold braid and-oh, never mind," he suddenly 
calmed. "It's all your fault anyway," he accused, pinning 
me with his eyes. "You and all the others, it's your fault." 
"My fault!" I snapped and bounced off the bed indig-
nantly 
"Yes," he sighed. "None of you believe in us any more. 
You won't believe we can grant wishes. It's rough all over 
these days. My superiors have taken away all my finery 
now. If one more mortal rejects me, I'll be discombuberated." 
"Oh, no!" I gasped. "That sounds horrible. What does 
it mean?" 
''Gone-banished-disappeared-forever," he dramatized 
with a little flourish of his hand. "Please let me grant you 
three wishes." 
"All right," I agreed. "What should I wish for?" 
"Oh, anything you like," he said, growing as tall as he 
could. "Just anything you like." 
"Well," I meditated, "I wish I had this biology assign-
ment." 
"Can't you do better than that?" he frowned. 
"Where is the assignment?" I insisted. 
He looked at me in utter disgust. "Who," he demanded 
from the ceiling, "would ever have thought I would stoop so 
low?" The he snapped his fingers. 
I jumped. In my hands were two sheets of paper-from 
my notebook-with questions one through six answered com-
pletely-in my own writing. "Why," I gasped, "you did it!" 
He merely smiled at me condescendingly. "And what is 
your second wish?" he asked grandly. 
I thought a moment. "Oh, a dress!" I replied. A 
grander dress than I've ever seen, a dress too beautiful to 
wear, one to touch and look at, a fairy tale dress!" 
"Would Cinderella's ball gown do?" he asked; and again 
he snapped his fingers. "Go to your closet," he commanded. 
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I slid back the door carefully. There it was on a padded silk 
hanger. It was made of satin so blue it was silvery, and 
illusion finer than spider webs, and jewels cut from the 
rainbow. "Do you like it?" he asked, not expecting an answer. 
"And now," he articulated very clearly, "you must make 
the third wish. What will you have?" 
"Oh, I don't know," I sat down, overwhelmed. 
"Something for your roommate or a friend?" he inquired. 
"No, I don't think so." 
"A new car, a Cadillac, for your parents?" 
"No." 
"Peace for the world?" 
"No-no," I shook my head. 
Suddenly I had an idea. "I'll save it" I cried, eyes 
sparkling. "Who knows what tomorrow may bring? Who 
knows when I might need a wish? The third wish, I'll 
make later!" 
The little man's face grew sad, and suddenly he wasn't 
there. The dress wasn't there; the assignment wasn't there. 
"You must make the third wish," he had said. So as so often 
happens, opportunity disappeared as I clung to security. 
The Miracle 
Janice Brooks 
Snow is a miracle; 
Aged, 
Yet ever new. 
A miracle of change: 
Gently glowing 
Serenely flowing 
Grimly blowing 
Glistening 
Glowering 
Grimy 
A tarnished miracle-
A Santa Claus. 
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What Lives Where Love Once Dwelt? 
Vernell Vyvial 
What lives where love once dwelt? 
What grows (or dies) where love once grew? 
Is there something-
Memories, perhaps, 
The stench of rotting sweetness? 
Perhaps there a child cries-lost 
And alone. 
Is the place closed and dark-
Forever damp with shed and 
Unshed tears? 
Is the place torn out-
Leaving a vacuum, 
A void, 
A Nothing? 
I know not and cannot tell you 
Because I have not held love 
And lost it. 
I knew not the garden of love, 
The sunshine, the joy, 
The fullness. · 
But ask me where loneliness lives-
That I can answer. 
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Runner-up --- .freshman Composition Contest 
The Most Unforgettable Person 
I Have Ever Known 
James Fling 
The most unforgettable person I have ever known is a 
person who is seldom out of my thoughts. He is the most 
wonderful, friendly person that one could possibly find; more-
over, I am not his only friend, for his friends are countless. 
He comes to my aid when I am in trouble and gives me his 
support and comfort. When I am about to do wrong, he is 
always present and trying to prevent me from doing it; never-
theless, he sometimes fails and I stubbornly proceed forth. 
But he never holds this against me, and his mercy makes 
me feel guilty. He is always with me when I am observing 
the beauties of nature. Together, we observe the birth of a 
new flower in the early morning, the loving tenderness with 
which a mother rabbit feeds her babies, and all of the other 
beautiful aspects of nature. He is my partner when I play 
golf, but his interest is not so much in the game as in the 
world about him. He is keenly interested in the downtrod-
den people of the world; moreover, he tries to help and com-
fort people who have been afflicted with sorrow and pain. 
He bears the burden of responsibility for the wickedness 
of the world and feels that it is his duty to show people the 
road to paradise. He has sacrificed much, and has gained 
little. The people he tries to help do not always take his 
advice, and sometimes do not even thank him for his help. 
He is the most unrewarded person I know, but he doesn't seem 
to mind. He still helps people who are in trouble and have 
no one else to turn to; moreover, this has gained him many 
friends. He is with me in church every Sunday morning, 
and together we express our hope that the world will some 
day find the path to paradise. 
He is the ruler of the world and holds its destiny in the 
palm of his hand; nevertheless, he is still my close friend and 
companion. He is never so busy that he cannot find time to 
help his friends. He is my "strength and my redeemer," my 
hopes and my fears. His friends call him many different 
names, but they all love him. The Moslems call him Allah, 
the Indians call him the Great Spirit, but I call him God. 
Winter Thoughts 
Pauline B. Smith 
Bt'Ushed by the cold caress of the wind, 
Skeletal trees stand barren as bone, 
Their stark silhouettes are twisted and thinned, 
Graced only by nests of birds now flown. 
One leaf skips over the fountain's brim, 
A dancer darting in erratic delight, 
Bowing, bent as though to a partner's whim, 
Fluttering, then floating, now lost to sight. 
Cold as the fountain is all my hope; 
Empty as deserted nests are my dreams, 
And that one wish of which I rashly spoke, 
Lies like a lost leaf, broken in strange streams. 
But if this hope must ever be in vain, 
Then dies forever this benumbed pain. 
A Winter Night 
Peggy Lambert 
In some windy, frosty night -
When winter comes to chill the trees 
... And harden all the air, 
Through winter's frosty bitterness, 
Love's tenderness will still be there. 
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The Silver Whale 
L. J. G. 
Allen was working a jigsaw puzzle on a card table in the 
middle of his room. It was probably the biggest puzzle that 
he had ever worked on, and it was half done. In the center 
of the card table was the half-completed, but totally recog-
nizable picture of George Washington, whose face was criss-
crossed by the wavy lines of the interlocking pieces. Scat-
tered around his face were the pieces which would, when 
properly located, fill in the lines that the well-trained eyes of 
any American schoolboy could fill in already with interlock-
ing pieces of the imagination. Allen was staring very hard 
in the direction of the pieces but he wasn't really . looking at 
them, for he knew that someone was standing in the door-
way looking at him. The eyes of his mother were radiating 
heat on the back of his neck, but he pretended not to notice 
it. Finally a familiar voice broke into the silence ·with a 
resonant "Allen," that seemed to be suspended in the air dir-
ectly over his head. Still the boy didn't turn his head. 
"Allen, I think there's something we'd better talk about. 
You've done something you know better than doing, and I 
won't put up with it. I may have put up with things like 
this before, but this time it's gone just too far." 
"What's gone too far?" questioned Allen, as he tried to 
balance one piece on top of another. He still didn't look 
back towards his mother, because he knew his face was red. 
"You know as well as I do, Young Man." 
His face felt uncomfortably hot, but he didn't touch it. 
Then his mother spoke up again. "This room of yours 
has gotten into one of the worst messes I have ever seen. 
There's clothes lying on the floor and your bed isn't made. 
Well, are you going to do anything about it or are you just 
going to sit there?" 
Allen breathed deeply for the first time since she came 
into the room. He wiped a drop or two of sweat off his nose. 
"Don't just sit there. Look at me and say something. 
Are you going to clean up this room or not?" 
He turned obediently in his chair and replied, "Sure, 
Mom, right away." 
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The woman left the doorway and started walking down 
the stairs, while Allen counted the steps. She hit bottom 
without taking any extra steps. Allen turned his head and 
looked at the right hand drawer of his desk Then he started 
picking up socks off the floor. 
Cleaning up the room hadn't been hard work at all. 
Things could have been far worse and Allen knew it. He 
was s itting at his desk, and his door was locked. It was 
quiet in the room, and he was looking at himself in the mir-
ror over his desk. He opened the right-hand drawer and 
picked up something silver. He set the object on his desk 
and looked at it from several different angles. It was a sil-
ver-colored whale with its tail flipped up as if it were about 
to descend on a little dory full of little whalers. The animal 
was grinning with a look of pride, and its eyes were twink-
ling pieces of glass that caught wandering rays of the sun. 
With the skill that comes from practice, the little fingers 
flipped back the upper jaw of the smiling whale, and a yel-
lowish-orange flame with blue impurities flashed from the 
depths of the revealed cavern which was the mouth of the 
whale. The flame whipped and waved in a diabolical dance 
that would have delighted witches and devils. To the boy 
it was only a form of fascination. The flame which was 
reflected in each of his eyes, had a hypnotic effect. Allen 
saw h imself in the flame and he wondered what he was doing 
there. He wondered too why Mother had taken him to Mrs. 
Jonas' house, why the two women wanted to talk alone, and 
why they asked him to play alone in the front room . 
• 
It had been a large, dimly lit room in which all the furni-
ture was made of dark brown wood. There were several 
vases and cabinet doors that were made of glass, so he had 
to be careful not to break any of them. The only noise in the 
room was the constant ticking of an old clock in a dark brown 
case that had I's and V's on it instead of numbers. Allen 
knew that he shouldn't have slid open the glass door of the 
corner cabinet to look at Mrs. Jonas' trinkets, but he did. He 
knew he shouldn't have taken the whale out to play with, but 
he did. He knew he should have put it away when he dis-
covered that it made fire, but he didn't. Why had he wanted 
to keep the whale so bad? Why do adults have toys that 
children.aren't supposed to play with? These were questions 
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he couldll't answer. It was immediately after slipping the 
whale into his pocket that he noticed that the clock had been 
watching the whole act and that the clock knew everything. 
Allen couldn't take his eyes off the clock. It was looking 
down on him, and its message never varied. Tick, tock, tick, 
tock ... 
* * 
stomp, stomp, stomp, stomp. Somebody was walk-
ing up the stairs. Allen's chin popped off the desk. He 
grabbed the whale and threw it back into the right-hand 
drawer. It burned his fingers. He raced to the door, but 
his mother beat him there and tried the door knob. In an 
instant Allen reached the door and flipped open the latch. 
"What did you have the door locked for?" his mother 
asked, but -she didn't wait for an answer. "Well, how does 
it look? Bed's made. No more clothes on the floor. How 
are things under here?" She supported herself by the corner 
of the card table as she looked under it. The table tipped 
with her weight. The half-completed face cracked, and two 
of the pieces on the side went off the table and fell through 
the register without even touching the brown grill. 
Forgetting for a moment that he was talking to his 
mother, Allen shouted, "You ruined my puzzle!" 
"I'm sorry, Allen, I just lost two pieces. That isn't too 
bad is it?" 
"Yes it is. It'll never be the same. I'll nev er have a 
perfect picture of George Washington now." 
"I'm sorry, dear. It couldn't be h elped. I'll tell you 
what; after you get the rest of it together, you and your Dad 
can cut two more pieces out of cardboard, fit them in, and 
even paint them." 
"But is still wouldn't be real like it's supposed to be. It 
just won't ever be the same." Allen fell on his bed and hid 
his face in a pillow. After shaking her head and wondering 
what ever got into the kid, his mother left the room and walk-
ed down the stairs, while Allen counted the steps. 
Allen closed his eyes and sank into the middle of yester-
day afternoon. He had just come back from Mrs. Jonas' 
house, and he was running around to the back yard. He had 
his hand in his pocket, and he was calling as loudly as he 
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could for Priest. "Here Priest, here Priest." There was no 
reply. Where was that black-cloaked dog with the white 
collar? Allen wanted .the soft-furred dog to crawl on top of 
him; he wanted his face to be licked until he would have to 
turn his head and squint his eyes. Why, why, why, he 
thought, doesn't that black-haired dog ever come to you when 
you really need him? As Allen turned to enter the house, 
he saw a robin on the back steps. He wanted to smooth 
down the black feathers with his hand, and he wanted to feel 
the robin's orange breast to see how soft it was. But when 
he took a step towards the . bird, it flew up into a catalpa tree 
and hid behind a long brown cigar, for it was afraid of 
strangers. Allen ran to the back door. It was locked. He 
pounded his fist against the screen and shouted until his 
mother came to let him in. 
Allen was looking out his window. He could see Mrs. 
Jonas' house without any trouble from where he was stand-
ing, and he was wondering why it had been built with such 
large bricks. They were gray and hard-looking, like those 
of the courthouse. He saw the · hedge and thought that it 
looked wrongfully high and thorny. He could see the door, 
but it was closed. The doorknob looked too big in propor-
tion to the rest of the door. He clenched his fist. 
The back screen door of a white house on Washington 
Street opened, and a small boy came out to call for a dog 
with a strange name. No dog appeared. The boy walked to 
the alley and looked out over an open field. The weeds were 
whipping and waving in a diabolical dance that would have 
delighted witches and devils, but it seemed that to the boy 
it was only a form of fascination. He took a silver object 
out of his pocket and looked at it. Something on the object 
caught a wandering ray of sunlight and reflected it. It 
appeared as though the boy was repelled by what he held in 
his hand. He cocked it behind his right ear and threw it out 
over the weeds so hard that it must have made his arm hurt. 
The silver hit the grass and was engulfed in green. The boy 
turned and ran back towards the house. At the same time 
a fast-moving cloud rolled across the face of the sun, and its 
shadow chased the boy across the yard. The screen door 
slammed shut less than a second before the shadow of the 
cloud hit it. 
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Raindrops 
Dixie Lee Motley 
raindrops 
swiftly 
falling 
flowers 
gently 
calling 
spring 
is 
here 
spring 
is 
here 
children 
gaily . 
swinging 
birds are 
sweetly 
singing 
spring 
is 
here 
spring 
is 
here 
Conf Ji ct of Soul I 
Jean Konzelman 
If I were a flower 
Drawing my life-blood from the sun, 
Anchored deeply in the rich soil 
Disuniting me from everyone, 
Could I enjoy peace of mind 
Being beautiful and alone; 
Or would I strive for freedom 
And the right to have a home? 
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Judy 
Christine McColl 
A pathetic figure 
She exists alone, 
Her mind untouched by reality, 
Her laughter for some unheard ·jest. 
· A pained soul 
She shyly reaches toward life, 
Her finger the wire to condµct 
The electricity of companionship. 
A small child 
She longs for womanhood 
Her heart pained by too mapy days 
Outside the realm of hope and happiness. 
A young girl 
She lives in endless solitude 
Her speech and conversations 
Falling on empty air. 
A pitiful creature 
She searches for the future 
In expectation that fulfillment 
Will ultimately be hers. 
Sadness No. 3 (Vergessen) 
Sherry Sue Fry 
The wind, rain, and cold stream over it, 
The grass, trees, and flowers bless it, 
The rats, moles, and worms defile it, 
And the world disregards it. 
The old man mows over it, 
The young ones play tag around it, 
The lovers caress above it, 
And not even God sees the grave. 
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Lost Gold 
·Larry W. Price 
The sponge-like Arctic vegetation under Jule~ Milan's feet 
gave way as he staggered onward. He knew that he could 
not go much farther. -without resting. He would stop soon. 
At the next patch of berries he would stop ;and rest. But 
after only a few more steps he fell and lay helpless against 
a hummock of moss. · 
·. . ,_ 
How long had it ·been? How long had he been gone now? 
He was too weak to think clearly. · The:events with which he 
measured time had become a mere amalgam of incongruity. 
He had lost all sense of the reality of time. 'But, still, he had 
continued to struggle onward with an indomitable; 'compelling 
urge to live. His entire· being cried out for life-:::-for survival! 
: . ··1 ! • • . 
.. '·' ,: 
Now as he sat staring blankly into space like a man 
demented, he reached into his pocket and brought out three 
small white stones. These were what he lived for. They 
had given him purpose· to continue. They were a reason to 
live. He opened his hand slowly and ·gazed at. the stones. 
Smiling fixedly, he turned them over and over. He stared 
hungrily at the pieces of gold-laden quartz. Suddenly, the 
irony of his situation -struck him. He began to laugh a 
strained, broken laughter. ·· · · ·;. 
This was not the usual laughter of Jules Milan. His 
classmates at the University of Alaska would not have re-
cognized him in his depraved condition. He was like a 
desperate, hungry animal. The only food he had eaten after 
the first two days was berries. But his body had somehow 
continued to function. He had somehow -kept himself going. 
He knew that his time was running out, though. Each time 
he fell to the ground; it. became -a · little harder to get up 
again; he became a little weaker. 
He had made this field trip as part of his studies at the 
University. One of the requirements of all geology majors 
was a certain amount of individual work in· the field. Jules 
had spent many of his weekends during the summer doing 
· the required study. This particular week he had driven up 
the Steese Highway to the Eagle ·creek area northeast of 
Fairbanks. His purpose was to get more firsthand experience 
in hard rock and stream prospecting. . '. . .. ' 
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When he arrived, he had parked his car along the road 
and followed the creek with only his rock hammer and gold 
pan. Wanting to return to Fairbanks that night, he hadn't 
planned . to stay longer than a few hours. But wandering 
aimlessly alone, he had become so . absorbed, swishing one 
pan-full after another of gravel, searching anxiously each 
time in the trailing edge of the heavy black sand for signs 
of yellow, that he had not paid any attention to the time or 
to landmarks. He should have known better. He was aware 
of the effect that panning for gold had on him. He had felt 
the strange sensation before. 
Once, in the past, he had become so absorbed in panning 
gravel that when he finally became aware of what was hap-
pening, he · was soaking wet. It had been raining and he 
was not conscious of it until he looked up and felt the sting-
ing on his face. . Only the gold mattered and each fleck was 
just another offering to his growing lust for it . . He was a 
victim of the same "gold fever" that he had read about _old-
time sour9oughs having. And he had i~ with such intense-
ness that it frightened him. 
But even though he had been gone so long, he pad ·.not 
admitted to himself that he was lost. It did not seem pos-
sible at first. He had only followed the streams which 
branched off at diagonals from Eagle Creek. It should have 
been a simple matte~ _ to reach the road again. But he was 
too far gone now to try to make himself believe differently-_ 
he was lost. - · · 
That first night out, after he had tried to retrace his 
steps and couldn't find the road, he had handled the situa-
tion quite calmly. He had simply waited for the sun the 
next morning, There was no reason . te> get excited. All he 
had to do was walk north. ~ven if _he_ missed the road, he 
was bound to hit the Yukon River. Two or three days was 
the most it would take, and he -could live on berries that ·long. 
-. The next morning he had awakened to the pale promise 
of ~aylight, but no sun. The sky was sodden overcast. He 
got a:n early start though, and walked doggedly all day stop-
ping pnly to rest ... and to sco~p up · hanq:fuls of .. blueberries. 
Several ~imes he wa.s positive that µ~ was qn the. right trail, 
that he had seen a. certain tree or an odd shaped bluff be-
fore, but each time the ~rail faded out-jµst the a-imless paths 
of nomadic . ~ribou. . <" 
He had heard in.any times that when you are lost, the 
thing to do is stop; stop right where you are, build a shelter 
and start a smoky fire or lay out some kind of ari S.O.S. He 
knew that this was the thing to do, and the decision was his 
to make. He was the one responsible; his was the life at 
stake. He was not greatly concerned, however; He was 
certain that he could find his way back. All he had to do 
was walk north. It was that simple; just put the sun on his 
right in the morning and on his left in the evening, and walk. 
He was bound to hit the Yukon if he walked far enough 
north. Besides, he had been in the bush country enough to 
know how to get along. He had camped during moose hunt-
ing season in the Talkeetna Mountains, and there had been 
many trips to bush lakes in the interior. He was no green-
horn "cheechakoo." He would be able to take care of himself. 
Three weeks passed-still no road, no river, nothing. 
He had started to keep track of the days at first by putting 
notches on a stick, but he had fo§t the little piece of wood, 
and did not worry about it after that. It didn't make any 
difference; it would just take as long as it would. He was 
still confident that he would find his way back. Indeed, he 
was proud of himself. He was proving something. He could 
live off the land. He could live in the wilderness without 
food or shelter. He had always been a great one for ex-
perience--trying anything once just to say he had done it. 
He could picture himself finding the river in a day or two; 
his clothes would be torn and he would be able to tighten his 
belt a few notches. He would tell everybody how he had 
felt and what had happened to him while being lost. They 
would probably have him give a speech or two at school, and 
he would be talked about all over campus. It was a good 
experience. 
But days had merged amorphously, and slowly he had 
lost his power to reason. His thoughts ranged wildly and 
ceased to be deliberate and careful as before. There were 
the rambling self-communions of a man too long alone. He 
resorted more and more to unintelligible mutterings and spas-
modic laughing spells. He had lost his sense of direction. 
Sometimes he would walk towards the setting of the sun, 
sometimes towards the rising, sometimes in circles. He just 
walked. What was left of his thinking f acuities told him to 
continue to fight, struggle onward, and to not give up. 
Malnutrition and exposure had taken their toll. A bare 
shell of a man was all that was left of the big, hazel-eyed, 
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blond-haired, geology major. His youthful skin was parched 
and had shriveled unmercifully to the shape of the under-
lying bones. The fabric of his wool socks was imbedded in 
the soles of his feet. The face that had once held a ruddy 
glow was now pinched and drawn. On either side of the 
grizzled beard clinging to the gaunt ridges of his jawbone, 
the skin was open-sored and scabbed from his clawing the 
countless mosquito bites. His clothes were tattered shreds. 
He could not last much longer. 
It seemed to Jules that days were perpetual. There was 
only day, never enough time to rest. He was always walk-
ing, it seemed-walking, walking, until he would fall and lie 
exhausted. The rests had become longer than the walks. 
But still he struggled onward, a drunken, bobbing, walking 
fool. His most basic urge was to live; he would fight to the 
last. The wilderness might play games with him and change 
him into a babbling idiot, but it would not take his life. He 
was not going to die. 
He had heard old timers talk about the wilderness before. 
He remembered their telling about how it was almost human, 
how it would play with you like a puppet, bouncing you 
around on a string. How it would sing you the song of the 
Sirens, luring you to insanity. How it would make you for-
sake other Gods and make you its slave. But Jules knew 
better; the wilderness was not supernatural. If it were it 
might have compassion or mercy, but it didn't. It did not 
forgive, nor did it forget. It was just there. It could be a 
friend and a companion, but it could also be an enemy and 
a killer. The wilderness always won, they said, but it could 
not win unless he lost, and he was not going to die. He was 
filled with hate and vengeance. He hated everything about 
him-this cursed wilderness. He even hated himself, the 
frailty of his body, but he was not going to die, not after he 
had found the gold. 
This was the one thing that had kept him going beyond 
normal physical limitations, where other men would have 
faltered and succumbed-the gold. He had come upon the 
out-cropping of quartz one morning during the third week. 
It was just suddenly there, as though it had been waiting for 
him. Through the middle of the bluff of quartz ran a thin 
greenish-brown line. It was gold; Jules could tell instantly, 
but the vein was so thin he could not even chip the stone 
around it. He began to look along the massive stone like a 
man searching for a weakness in the prison wall that held 
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him captive. He found myriad meandering veins of gold 
criss-crossing the vertical wall. The top was layered with 
accumulations of moss and a few spruce saplings, but the 
sides were bare and white except for the interspersed threads 
of gold. He was tremendously excited. The stone was worth 
a fortune, he knew. It would make him rich! 
He continued to scrutinize the stone with the trained 
eyes of a geologist. · Then he saw it; at the lower edge of one 
corner, snaking its way back into somewhere deep in the 
stone, was where the rainbow ended. The vein was half an 
inch thick and looked like almost pure gold. In his mind's 
eye, Jules could see the geologic processes of heat and pres-
sure forcing the precious metal into the fissures of the 
quartz. He chipped out pieces the best he could and spent 
the rest of the day mapping in his mind the exact geographic 
location of the stone. He must never forget exactly how it 
looked; the three ponds shaping a close resemblance to a 
clover leaf, the tree line ending as the highlands began in 
the background, the one peculiar hill looking like a malmute's 
head, and the hog-back ridges to either side. He tried to 
visualize how it would look from the air. Every day after 
this, as he struggled onward, he would pull the precious 
stones from his pocket and gaze at them. 
If Jules had known the actual number of days he had 
been gone, he would not have believed it, because he believed 
in the essential rightness of things, that everything happened 
for the best, that everything would turn out all right. It 
does seem incredible that he had been lost for 64 days and 
was still alive. It is even more fantastic that his body con-
tinued to function. His feces was liquid and he could not 
control his bowel movements. He had not washed and there 
was about him a general, ripe smell; but after a time he had 
ceased to notice his own odor. Blueberries and water was 
all he had eaten for over two months. It was only a matter 
of a day or two now. In the last three days he had covered 
less than a mile, most of which was covered on all fours as an 
animal would travel. 
When he first heard the noise, he thought it was just 
another waterfall; there had been a thousand waterfalls, but 
the sound became gradually more distinct. He ran weakly 
towards the direction from which it came. The noise be-
came constantly louder, more urgent, a growing, insistent 
hum. He continued blindly. At last, he was going to 
be saved! 
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When he reached the edge of the bluff he could go no 
farther and fell forward onto his stomach, exhausted. After 
a short time he became aware of water below him. Water-
slow flowing, muddy water. It was the river, the Yukon! . . .,. 
The sound was steady now, growing constantly louder. 
The river was wide, and there were sandbars jutting upward 
across it. He searched diligently for the boat. It must be 
a boat. "There it is! There it goes!" his mind registered 
frantically. Jules was standing now, with his hands cupped, 
yelling with all his remaining strength. 
He yelled until his throat hurt, but the long, narrow 
boat did not slow or turn or indicate in any way that the 
occupants had heard. There had been three people in the 
boat, and they were wearing bright colors. One looked like 
a woman, but he could not be certain. They had passed so 
quickly. Now they were gone and it was quiet. 
He fell again to the ground, staring a long minute at 
the delicate green moss in front of his face. He began sob-
bing, "Why didn't they see me?" He struck the ground with 
his fist, following it closely with his other, until he was 
pounding the ground, "Why didn't they see me?" he mut-
tered. Soon he lay exhaustep and closed his eyes. 
Jules did not know how long he had lain there before 
he became conscious of motion. He seemed to hear whis-
pering, and there were faces hanging over him. He tried to 
speak, but could not. Everything seemed so strange. He 
felt gentle hands about him and he tried to talk, but could 
not. He saw a woman's face smiling down at him. She 
seemed very beautiful. Jules smiled. 
Several years later a moose hunting party found the 
skeletal remains of a man on a bluff overlooking the Yukon 
River. The bones were weathered white and had been 
gnawed by shrews and lemmings. The skull was partially 
covered by soft green moss, and between the fingers of the 
right hand, now disjoined and haphazardly arranged, lay 
three pieces of gold-laden quartz. 
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Echoes 
Charles Cooley 
Echoes: high, mighty 
magnificent waterfall 
and distant church bells. 
Truth 
Daun Alan Legg 
He has always been among us. 
He has walked in our woodlands 
And made friends with our children. 
He has eaten in the stable with our cattle 
And slept among the starlings in our loft. 
He has given us the world's only picture 
Of a better world, 
But never once 
Has he entered our parlor. 
Sunset 
Carol Bennett 
Look west, 
The sky is soft 
On a summer evening; 
Ribbons of rainbow shades form 
At sunset. 
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